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"I've been trying to get some decent bread since I've been in England/5
Shaw complained. "What do you do about bread?"
"We manage to get quite decent bread."
I suppose we would never have worried about his domestic habits
unless he had called our attention to them. We took for granted that he
could have anything he wanted. He had the means and, besides, the
whole world worried about him. He had an overflow of the things all
needed desperately and could not get.
"I'm afraid/5 he said, "I have to eat the things that are put before
me as long as they are vegetarian. My meals are dreadfully monotonous."
He tasted our bread and liked it.
"That's more like the bread of my childhood/5 he exclaimed.
We were practically a besieged country and everything imported
had to go through fire and water.
"We are feeling that we have no right to beauty nowadays/' I said.
"Stuff and nonsense ! You and I have not made this war. Besides you
mustn't fall into the same error as I did in thinking that your feeling
for beauty is universal. It's a precious gift. When I look back I realize
that it was the beauty of Ireland that has made me what I am."
He searched his pockets and while searching he told us that he objects
to lining for his clothes. At last he brought out the photograph of Torca
Cottage on Dalkey Hill which Lee gave over to the Shaw family.
"The view from this hill is not surpassed anywhere I have ever been.
It was the happiest moment in my life when my mother told me we were
going to live there."
We looked at this photograph for some time trying to bring back
the people and their life in the home between Dublin Bay and Killiney
Bay, where the mother sang and where Lee, the all-pervading Lee, the
crank who was to play such an important part in moulding the defiant
G.B.S., lived as one of them. The mother worshipped Lee and G.B.S,
met a man who defied superstition by sleeping with his window open
and challenging the night air to do its worst, and even ate brown bread and
survived. The lean boy was bewitched by the beauty, the rocks to be
surmounted, the wildness to be inhaled and the sense of unique possession.
"Lee, George John Vandaleur Lee/ was a professional music master
and my mother went to him to have her voice trained. He converted
her to his method of voice production, a method based on facts and not
assumptions. He had black side whiskers, a chin and was lame and his
personality was mesmeric. He regarded my mother as a discovery and